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yo! Sure looks like Issue one hundred-and- 
thirty of the spookiest comic around, THE REAL 
GHOSTBUSTERS, is going to be a heap big issue. 
Packed full of ectoplasmic entertainment, this 
week's edition offers you not only the scariest 
stories this side of the mortal plane, but also a few 
from the other side as well. So while you are 
munching through your free Chewy Bar, cast your 
eyes over the slimiest of spectres, the Baseball 
Beastie! The Real Ghostbusters help Winston’s all- 
time hero to return to the ballpark, because they 
discover that there is no base like home! 

Peter and Slimer travel to the local museum to 
see the latest Red Indian exhibition, but not all is 
how it should be, in Heap Big Horror! There's also 
the final part to the hilariously spooky, Dr Slimer 
and Mr Fred! And as if that isn’t enough, look out 
for next week's issue when there will be tons and 
tons of Ghostbusters goodies to win. Don’t dare 


miss it! 
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IF WE DON'T KNOW 
WHAT WE'RE LOOKING 
For, HOW ARE WE 
GOING TO RECOGNIZE 
(T WHEN...zGULP= 


IM B/G JOE PEMOJO 

AND _! CAN TAKE 

ANYTHING YOU CAN 
THROW AT ME! 


DON'T 
BE SCARED Guys! 
REMEMBER WE'RE 
SCIENTISTS” 


GOOD! HIS BAT 
15 STOPPING 


PL WHY HAS 

HIG GHOST SUPPENLY 

COME BACK INTO 
PLAY? 


OVER HERE / 


WHYS BIG. 
JOE ATTACKING 
MEA AMETS' 


WHAT'S WRONG 

WITH YOU ANYWAY? 

WHY AREN'T YOU 

HELPING THE METS /~ 
TONIGHT 7 


DEAD? 
DEAD! | SUPPOSE 
YOU THINK THATS 


AN EXCUSE, A 
HON? <p 


| MISSED ONE WORLD 
SERIES BECAUSE OF MY 
DEATH, AND NOW TONIGHT 
IM GOING TO MIS3g 
es ANe ANOTHER. 
ARE YOUSO wy 
ANGRY? 


RUN TO THE 
SPIRIT WORLD. A 


AT THE GROUND. 
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™ A 
RW SORRY, WE'RE 
fp \ COMPLETELY, 
FUL. 


Bo" 
EIGHTH, METS VS. 
TE FOX. THES 


WEAKNESS IS THE 
LEFT FIELDER'S 
RIGHT HAND. 


F | THINK 5 
WINSTONS FINALLY, 
GONE COMPLETELY 

BATTY!’ 


WILL THAT 
BE SANCING 
OR SEATED? 


WITH JUST ONE 


WE'RE 
TOO LATE!ITS 
THE LAST 

BALL’ 


ITS A HOME RUN! 

SO THE METS WINS 

WHATAN /NCREDIBLE 
FINIGH! 


YOU HELPED 
( THE METS WIN re 


AND HES | HOPE YOU'RE 
LEFT ME HIS GOING TO SHARE 
PRICELESS THAT, WINSTON! 

ANTIQUE | We DIP ALL 
ae PITCH IN! 


HESTEPS UP FOR 
THE LAST PITCH OF 
THE GAMEAND...OH! 

7 ITS A TERRIBLE 

THROW. SOMETHING 

aye 


ae 


p> 


THE SHOCK 
OF SEEING YOU 
MADE THE PITCHER 
THROW A LOOSE 
BALL’ 


NOW HE'S 
WON THE GA, 
BIG JOE CAN 
rier woR.D J 
IRI a 
. HAPPYS 4 “ 


| KNEW. 
THERE'D BE 
ACATCH 


The Crowfoot Indians of 
Colorado, unlike their 
neighbour tribe, the Algon- 
quin, are not named after a 
hotel. They possess one of 
the most formidable oral 
traditions in the Americas, a 
massive catalogue of folk- 
tales that are handed down 
from father to son, borro- 
wed by cousins, left out in 
the rain by absent-minded 
nephews, handed back to 
fathers by sons who didn’t 
realise they were for them, 
taken back to the shop by 
fathers, exchanged for a 
larger size and then handed 
down from father to son at 
the next suitable occasion. 
Like most of the Amerland 
races, the Crowfoot ances- 
try originally crossed to the 
North American continent 
from Asia via the natural 
bridges formed during the 
last days of the Ice Age. In 
the last days of the Ice Age, 
there were many big reduc- 
tions on selected glaciers 
and ice floes — this was the 
time the Crowfoot call 
Hiapurchese, literally the 
‘time-of-everything-must- 
go’. Guided by their guar- 
dian spirit, a rather raddled 
looking coyote called Bar- 
nabus (literally ‘Barnabus’) 
the shamen of the Crow- 
foot, encouraged his tribe 
to linger longer than many 
of the other migrating tri- 
bes, snapping up many hun- 
dreds of super bargains, 
most of which had melted 
by the time they reached 
Colorado. 


This was the first sign that 
the coyote god was not 
quite as reliable a source of 
advice than many had 
hoped. 

Envious of the guardian 
gods used by other tribes, 
the Crowfoot swiftly cre- 
ated some more of their 
own. Undoubtedly the 
rather reluctant god of 
storms and sky, the Thun- 
dervole, was the most spec- 
tacularly unsuccessful, as 
were the enthusiastic 
attempts of the Crowfoot to 
return the vole to his natu- 
ral element, the high and 
boundless heavens. 

During the subsequent vole- 
shortage, when food was 
scarce, the Crowfoot first 
became engaged in a bitter 
landwar with the neigh- 
bouring Sue Indians, so 
named because they often 


threatened to sue the Crow- 
foot for the extraordinary 
absence of voles in the land. 
So brutal was the war, the 
US government decided to 
intervene, and a cavalry 
battalion was sent out from 
Fort Worthless under the 
command of General Wild 
Will ‘Bison’ Custard the 
second. 

The cavalry and the Crow- 
foot confronted each other 
at Hiadroppa, a hill whose 
name means literally ‘place- 
where-the-voles-came-to- 
earth’, and it was there that 
the Crowfoot adopted the 
tactics suggested by the 
coyote-god and occupied 
the hill top, waiting to be 
entirely surrounded by Cus- 
tard’s men before launching 
their surprise attack of 
charging down at the sol- 
diers and hitting them repe- 
atedly with moccasins. Luck- 
ily Custard talked them out 
of the whole thing and 
persuaded them to go 
home. The only injury 
received was to Custard 
himself, who wounded a 
knee getting off his horse, 
and the battle was deci- 
sively Custard’s last stand 
for a little while. 

The Crowfoot returned to 
their reservation, ran the 
coyote out of town, and 
settled back to invent stor- 
ies of heroism and success 
that would take their mind 
off the fact that the spirit 
world had made them look 
extremely silly for over nine 
thousand years. 
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SR I SITE BITE ITT 


Totem poles, weather spirits, mysterious Indians — this can only be a job 
for The Real Ghostbusters! 


Peter Venkman shifted nervously in his 
chair at the opening of an exhibition of 
the American Indian Art Room at the 
Museum of Metropolitan Art. Around 
him, and a crowd of people, were 
impressive displays of Indian relics in 
special cabinets. 

Many famous people, including The Real 
Ghostbusters (and Slimer, much to 
Peter's dread!) had been invited. It was a 
very special event for the Museum and 
the curator knew that so many people 
under one roof — such as film stars, 
directors and top businessmen — would 
mean the Exhibition would get a lot of 
newspaper coverage. He wasn’t wrong — 
at least twenty newspaper photo- 
graphers were in the back of the hall, 
snapping away and totally ignoring the 
huge Indian totem pole behind them. 
Unfortunately, they weren't snapping 
the film stars but Slimer, who was 
proving the centre of attention. The 
ghost happily continued to chomp his 
way through his tenth packet of pop- 
corn, mixed with a raisin and marmalade 
sandwich. Peter fidgeted again, as Slimer 
grinned and offered his “buddywuddy” 
a slime-covered popcorn bag. “Er, no 
thanks,” muttered a red-faced Peter,"— 
I'm trying to give up.” Slimer shrugged, 
gave a pleased moan and started eating 
again. The ghost was really enjoying 
himself! 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the curator 
from the front of the room, calling for 
attention. “I'm delighted to bring you 
together today to see the opening of this 
exhibition. As you know, centuries ago, 
it's rumoured the early Dutch settlers 
bought the land upon which New York 
stands for a few glass beads. . .” 

“| hope this isn't going to be a long 
speech,” whispered Ray, looking at 


Slimer as he started on another bag of 
popcorn. 


“Despite Slimer'seatinghabits,l' starting 
to feel really hungry!” 

“But this is a fascinating excursion back 
to the roots of New York as we know it 
today,” Egon protested, trying to listen 
to the curator. “We know very little 
about thelndians that livedon(Ma hattan 
Island before the Dutch arrived and this 
is one of the first exhibitions to centre on 
their relics. From a socio-political and 
humanocentric view —" 

"Sssh!” said Winston, “The man’s getting 
to the end, anyway!” 

“And so ladies and gentlemen,” finished 
the curator, “| declare this exhibition 
open!” 

“AND | DECLARE IT CLOSED!” came an 
eerie voice from the back of the room. 
Ray felt the hairs on the back of his neck 
rise and the room temperature suddenly 
started to drop. 

“Uh oh,” said Winston looking round. 
“Looks like we've got BIG trouble!” 
Pouring from the totem pole came what 
seemed to be green smoke, creeping its 
way through the newspapermen and 
towards the main audience. The mouth 
of one of the faces on the top of the 
totem pole slowly, slowly creaked open, 
its eyes glowing. “THE DEAL IS OFF!” 
came the voice again, “THE BARGAIN 
HAS NOT BEEN SEALED!” 

With that, the green smoke changed, 
becoming solid and then, quite unex- 
pectedly, the room was surrounded by 
Indians armed with spears, glaring at the 
crowd. Their angry faces made it easy to 
tell they were not in a good mood. The 
famous people were beginning to regret 
coming. One director, Hoody Ballen, 
looked very nervous and started blaming 
himself for the entire incident. Egon 
stood up and challenged the totem pole. 
“Excuse me,’ he began, “What exact 
bargain are you talking about?” 


“The land deal,” the totem pole replied, 
surprised at being interrupted, “The 
bargain which gave you white skins the 
land on which this building stands and all 
that could be seen from the nearest hill. 
You have gone beyond that which could 
be seen, dug into that which could not 
be seen. The deal is off!" With that, the 
Indians started herding everyone out of 
the room with their spears, bristling 
under the painted symbols that covered 
their bodies. “Whew, war paint!” whis- 
tled Ray. Slimer looked totally unwor- 
ried. “Heybuddys goodee fun game this, 
eh?” The Indians started to snarl and 
poked Slimer with a spear. 

“Eeek!” squealed the ghost, and shot 
through the nearest wall to safety. 
Outside, the police hurried everyone to 
safety as a huge crowd started to gather. 
The Real Ghostbusters dashed to ECTO-1 
and started to suit up in Proton Packs 
and Guns. “What do you make of all this, 
Egon?” asked Peter as he checked his 
PKE Meter. “I'm notsure, yet,” said Egon. 
“If there was some deal struck for New 
York in the past between the Dutch and 
the Indians, perhaps it has been broken 
in some way. The Indians were much 
closer to what's called the Spirit of the 
Earth, in touch with ‘The Green’. Perhaps 
someone's harmed it.” 

With that, the four men marched back 
into the museum and headed for the 
Indian Room. Slimer greeted them ner- 
vously. “No likee iron spikething,” he 
wailed. 

“Iron?” started Egon, checking his silent 
PKE Meter for some damage. “Then 
those spears were —” 

“Real, Egon!” Winston finished. The 
Indian Room's display cabinets were 
completely empty! 

“Tricked!” said Peter. “We were fooled 
by thieves disguised as ghosts!” He 
kicked the totem pole and a voice 
changer dropped out of the mouth, 
crashing to the floor. Slimer poked his 
head sheepishly through the wood- 
work. .. “Sorreeeebuddys!” he moaned, 
“Bad men gone thataway!” The ghost 
pointed down a corridor and Winston 
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caught sight of a ‘Red Indian’ running 
round a corner. 

“Let's play this as a real ghost bust,” he 
said quickly, racing after him, “ or they'll 
get away.” 

Outside, by a huge lorry, the thieves’ 
ringleader was laughing his head off. 
“You shudda seen those guys faces!” he 
smirked, “Even fooled those Ghostbus- 
ters into thinking we was real ghosts. 
Everyone took off as fast as they could 
and we just helped ourselves!” 

“Here they are, Peter!” shouted Winston, 
bursting through a set of double doors. 
Peter stepped out, Proton Gun crackling 
with energy. “Right,” he grinned, “Let’s 
get these ghosts!” 

“Hey,” said Winston, “It's lucky we've 
never hit a human being with a Proton 
Beam by accident.” 

“Yeah — think what would happen!” 
Peter nodded. “Losing your hair, turning 
purple with green spots, floating six feet 
off the ground for the rest of your 
life..." 

“And that doesn’t include the spatio- 
displacement of the thermontronic nuc- 
lei and associated vertebrae,” agreed 
Egon, sagely. “Still, let's get these ghosts 
and get this over with. He raised his gun 
and fired. The Proton Beam bounced off 
the side of the lorry in an impressive 
display of Proton pyrotechnics. 

“Stop!” screamed the thieves’ boss, 
dropping to the floor, “We're not real 
ghosts! Don’t shoot! We'll come 
quietly!” said the thief. 

“Good,” Peter replied, “Your shouting 
was giving me a headache.” 

As the thieves were dragged away by the 
police, Ray looked at his Proton Gun with 
a worried expression on his face. “The 
Proton Beams wouldn't really have done 
all those things, would they?” asked Ray. 
“Of course not,” said Egon. “We're 
dealing with perfectly understood, per- 
fectly balanced energies here.” 

“Which is more than can be said for 
Slimer's eating habits,” said Peter as he 
watched Slimer happily open yet another 
bag of popcorn. “I'll never understand 
them!” 
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 DOPPELSLIMER 


Doppelgangers are the evil 
doubles of living people, but 
this particular impersonator 
was a stand-in for Peter 
Venkman’s favourite hated 
spook, Slimer. After the 
green ghost had downed 
both of Peter's bottles of the 
fizzy stuff, and for once 
given himself an upset 
stomach, Egon carried out 
some ecto-experiments on 
the ol’ spud. Meanwhile, 
sandwich boxes were being 
slimed, ECTO-1 was being 
engulfed in ectoplasm and 
things were getting 
decidedly messy. When Egon 
followed the trail of 
ectoplasmic residue down to 


the basement, he found 
Peter’s worst nightmare: 
two Slimers. One evil and 
one just plain greedy! 

The only logical solution 
was to bust both of them in 
order to get rid of the slime- 
oteur. Regrettably, The Real 
Ghostbusters had to turn the 
Proton Guns on both of 
them, until Peter had the 
brainwave to throw them 
both a bottle of fizzy pop. 
The real Slimer immediately 
dropped the bottle, knowing 
what a terrible effect it had 
on him. The doppelganger 
was busted. There had been 
a slight hiccup in his slimy 
plan. 
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Part Two: Fred, Slimer's 
doggy friend, has _acci- 
dently drank one of 
Egon’s monster potions 
and has turned into a 
demon doggy. 
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n the rugged 
North Devon 
coast, near 
Ilfracombe, 
stands an 
imposing, rambling old 
house known as Chamber- 
combe Manor. Every year, 
the Manor attracts hun- 
dreds of visitors all hoping 
to catch a glimpse of the 
building's most. notorious 
resident — a tall ghostly 
woman dressed in grey 
who serves as a reminder 
of the Manor's most grue- 
some and morbid past! 
Four hundred years ago, 
the Manor was home to 
one Alexander Oatway, a 
notorious ship wrecker. 
On. stormy nights, he 
would make his way down 
to. the rocks below his 
home, carrying a powerful 
lantern, and lure lost and 
unsuspecting ships on to 
the rocks where they were: 
surely doomed to founder, 
He would then commence 
to plunder the vessels of 
his unfortunate. victims 
and by this dishonest and 


a 


evil means he made a 
comfortable living, One 
particularly treacherous 
night, as Alexander was 
about his gruesome busi- 
ness, his son, William follo- 
wed him down to the 
coast where he happened 
upon a rare survivor — a 
beautiful young Spanish 
woman. William rescued 
the woman and later they 
were wed. The young 
couple left the family 
home to start a new life 
together on nearby Lundy 
Island until twenty years 
later when Chamber- 
combe. Manor became 
vacant and ‘they returned 
with their daughter, Kate. 
Eventually. Kate married 
an Irish sea.captain named 
Wallace and moved away 
to start a family of her 
own. Years passed, until 
one fateful night, a vicious 
storm blew up and a ship 
was washed aground: on 
the rocks. William rushed 
to its rescue, but it was too 
late. Stranded on the rocks 
lay a young woman, disfi- 


gured by her ordeal, but 
alive, William carried her 
back to Chambercombe, 
but alas she was not to 
survive and passed away 
during the night. The 
temptation was too much 
for her rescuer, and he 
could not resist plundering 
the woman's belongings, 
gaining enough wealth to 
buy his family home. Not 
wishing to give up his 
booty, William denied all 
knowledge of the girl, 
until her learnt of her true 
identity — his only daugh- 
ter, Katherine Wallace. 
The couple were so. dis- 
traught at the loss of their 
child, that William walled 
his daughter's body in a 
secret room and moved 
away: And so the body 
remained a guilty secret 
until it was discovered a 
hundred and fifty years 
later, The unfortunate 
Kate’s ghost has been seen 
haunting her former 
home but strangely she is 
reported as having a smile 
on her face. 


Slimer wants your 
jokes! Send’em 
to: SLIME TIME 

Marvel Comics Ltd 

13/15 Arundel Street 
London 
wc2 


Knock, knock. What's a ghosts favourite pub 
Who's there? called? 

Teresa and Angus. The Hearse and Gloom! 
Teresa and Angus who? What's even more invisible 
Teresa Green and Angus than the invisible man? 


Macoatup! His shadow! 
— Ben Roscrow, Crewe — Adam Javed Stokes, Ilford 


What is Slimer’s favourite What is Winston‘s favourite 
programme? book? 

The Green Life! The Haunted House by Hugo 
— Rebecca Whitley, Waddsdon __ First. 


, n — Anon, Twickenham 
Why did the little ghost 


measure himself? What do Eskimos use for 
Because he wanted to know if _ money? 

he had gruesome! Ice lolly! 

— Ryan Metcalf, Doncaster — Paul McGurnaghan, Belfast 
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Marvel’s THE REAL GHOST- 
BUSTERS comic every week. 
Reserve it for collection*/ 
Deliver it with our regular 
Paper order* 

*Delete as applicable. 

NAME ..... 
ADDRESS 


SIGNATURE OF PARENT OR 
GUARDIAN 


WONDERWORLD 
803 Christchurch Road, 
Boscombe, Bournemouth, 

Dorset 
Phone: 0202 422964 
1g SHOP Is A COMPLETE FANTASY 
ft Eoowe and 90 on 
EAoS of baotisuer 


rag 


‘adges, Deer 
Bouts, accessones £0 why ol vets or 


DR WHO FANS 


Send a First Class Stamp for my 
latest list of Dr Who: Books, Annuals, 
‘Comics and Merchandise. Also 
subscription available for latest 
Paperbacks and Hardbacks. (I will 
buy Dr Who items as well) Blakes 7 
and Avengers list also available. 
JOHN FITTON, 1, Orchard Way, 
Hensall, Nr. Goole, 


North Humberside, DN14 ORT. 


‘American Comics and 2000AD 
SAE (27p Stamp) for 38 pa 
catalogue of 100,000 Comic- 
Books, Marvel, D.C., 2000AD. 
Also sold, plastic bags for 
comic protection. 
The Comics 
Mail Order Specialist 
GUSTIN EBBS) JUST COMICS 
2 Crossmead Avenue, 
nford, Middlesex 
UBE STY 
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DOCTOR WHO 


PAPERBACK -BACKNUMBERS 
GOPENCE EACH 


ECTION OF DOCTOR WHO| 
{BACKS AT SILLY PRICES 


SEND 50 PENCE FOR LIST 
BURTON BOOKS, 20 MARINE COURT, 


SILVER FIST 
The Doctor Who Collection 
‘THE ARCHIVE TAPE! 
Origins of the Cybermen 
The Early Cybermen 
The Cyber Nomads 
The Ultimate Cybermen 
THE INTERVIEW TAPES: 

The Ultimate Interview 
Who's the Real McCoy? 
Pertwee In Person 
THE BOOK: 

Doctor Who — Cybermen 
Herdack - £14.95 (£22 Oversees, $36 USA). 
Special lited Ed — Apoy for details 
Ail sudo tapes £5.99 (67 Overseas, $13 
USA Send cheque/postal ordar with name and 
dress to: Whe Oares Publishing SF3, PO Box 


745, Boumenouth, BHE 3YG (UK) 


poms 


FREE! 


Bristol, BS4.3NJ. 


Yoke ShopBy Post 


Britain's No.1 Joke Catalogue, packed with over 
500 practical jokes from 5p. 

Whoopee cushion, wobbly lager glass, Skeletons, snakes, spiders, squirt 
toilet, rotten teeth, pepper chewing gum, loaded dice, trick golf ball, sneezing/ 
itching powder, sticky ball, water bombs, luminous paint, x-ray specs, wiper 
‘Specs, laxative tea bags, joke blood, sick mess, soap sweets, wet jokes, 
‘exploding jokes, magic tricks, party fun kits, masks, make up, sea monkeys, 
slime-in-a-pot, water machine-guns, posters, badges. Plus lots of pop and 
football bargains. The complete Joke Shop by post. Send second class 
‘stamp with your name and address for bumper colour catalogue and Free Gift 
to: MATCHRITE, The Funny Business (Dept. YK), 167 Winchester Road, 


AMERICAN COMICS 

SCIENCE FICTION 

FANTASY FILM 
& HORROR 


OPEN MON - SAT 9,30AM ~ 5.30PM 
PRECINCT CENTRE, OXFORD ROAD, 
MANCHESTER M13 9RN, TEL: 061-273 6866 
21 HANGING DITCH, CORN EXCHANGE 
BUILDINGS, MANCHESTER M4 JES, 
‘TEL: 061-832 7044 
6 HARRISON STREET, OFF VICAR LANE, 
LEEDS LS1 6PA. TEL: 0532 426325 


Sheffield Space Centre 
33, The Wicker, 
Shetfield S3 8HS 
Telephone: Sheffield 758905 
We stock a large selection of S/F 
Fantasy paperbacks, American 
comics, Portfolios, Magazines etc 
Open -Monday, Tuesday, Thursday 
Friday 10am 5pm. Saturday 9am 
Closed Wednesday. SAE fo ist 


HE MOVIE STORE 


Send age SAE fr our comprehensive 
Bemorthly news magazine and catalogue o! Or 
Who, Sar Trex. Gerty Anderaon, Blok ele 
‘Magazines, books, annua, ss, posers 
toys models, matures, game, Fanta 
collects, Star Wars tems Voeos, Tracks 


The Movie Store” 
Dept OW, 7 Fgh Street Twytora 


‘Berks S10 9AB 
(0734942096 


Shop o 


9.30-7pm Mon-Sat 


NEWCASTLE COMIC MART 


Setordoy, st canbe 
lcs Hall, New ride St, Nowcastie 


SHEFFIELD COMICMART 


Saturdoy, fh Dxamber 
Pelyehnc Min Hel, Howard St, Shfild 


Top dealers rom acs he county wil baling 
thowinds of comics ~ back ise, nw imports (Mar 
‘Cae Tim mapesins, boos, vidos, postr, modal: | 
1 al hind of ean Ftio/onasy material 
pans: Midday Full deals (0 | 
Golden Orbit (me), | 
18Holion Steet, York YO3 7M) 


WONDERWORLD 2 


SOUTHAMPTON 


That’ right! Ast here i « SERIOUS 


sues, T-Shits, games, arbook, me 
‘everyting yout expect rom WONDERWORLD 
‘COMPLETE comic shep! Open now at 
JONAS NICHOLL SQUARE 
Off ST, MARY'S STREET. 
SOUTHAMPTON 
‘0709-234815 


NOSTALGIA 
& COMICS 


14-16 SMALLBROOK QUE! 
BIRMINGHAM BS 4EN, 
ENGLAND. 
(021) 643.0143, 
12MATILDA STREET 
(OFF THE MOOR) 
SHEFFIELD 
(0742) 769475 
42 HILL STREET, COVENTRY 


Now at thre locations we are sil 
supplying the widest possible range 
of American & British merchandise. 
Always quantities of back issue, 

‘current and import comics available. 
SF/Horror plus general film magazines 
‘and books kept in stock. All shops open, 
six days a week. Lists of wanta with 

S.A.E or telephone enquiries about 
‘goods on mail order always welcome. 


MEGA-CITY . 
18 INVERNESS ST. 
CAMDEN TOWN, LONDON NW1 
(Turn right out of Camden Town 
Station), Inverness is first on left, 
off High St) 
071-485 9320 
Soe 
ere 
Siegel le 


THE VILLAGE OF THE Bite FOOT 
(ANS) SOMETHING 1S WELL 


When you buy a Raleigh 
Extreme at Halfords, you join 
an elite team. 

“Team Extreme’ 

For a short while and for 
only a select number of people, 
were giving a free Team 
Extreme rucksack in a 
wicked fluorescent green 
colour to everyone who has 


.. NOW IT'S 


the taste to buy a Raleigh 
Extreme from Halfords’. 


We're open until late and 
we're just a short ride away. 


Come to Halfords for your 
Raleigh Extreme and get your 
Team Extreme ETT 174 


rucksack in = [a P-\ Bette 
the bag. FOR THAT 


